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ROY ROGERS III J1I91R Ml 



fjb ROY ANP HlS SON. DUSTY, THE LUXURY OP THE HO/HE OP PON CARLOS 
DEL MONTE IN THE PERUVIAN WILDERNESS SEEMS ALMOST UNTRUE... 



VERY WELL, DONA MARIA, 
THANK YOU 1 ANP WE FOUND 
OUR CLOTHES WASHED ANP 
MENPEP THIS 
MORNING 1 



PIP YOU SLEEP WELL— \ 
AFTER YOUR ESCAPE 
FROM THE WILD CAMPAS 
V OF THE UCAYALI? J 



ROY, 'AMIGO -ANP PUSTY I 
COME IN TO BREAKFAST I 



PAPAYAS , ORANGES , \ THANK YOU , 
BAN ANAS.. .TAKE YOUR PON CARLOS. 
CHOICE. PUSTY 1 V*- - 



I HAP HOPEP TO SHOW YOU ABOUT OUR JUNGLE 
ESTATE TODAY, ROY, BUT, UNFORTUNATELY, A 
MAN-EATING JAGUAR MUST BE HUNTED DOWN ! 
^ .PERHAPS YOU'D LIKE TO JOIN US? 



I SURE 
WOULP, 
CARLOS; 



Later... r this is my \/myguns-anp a 

? - 1 FAVORITE H GOOD ROPE! I 

JAGUAR WEAPON, ROY \MI6HT TRY ROP/NG 

-A HEAVY SPEAR! BETTER \A JAGUAR, CARLOS 
THAN FIREARMS AT CLOSE \— IP YOU MISSED 

QUARTERS . . . BUT I SUPPOSE ) WITH YOUR ^ 
YOU TRUST YOUR GUNS ABOVE J SPEAR ! S ~ — 
ANYTHING! 



A JAGUAR BURSTS OUT OF COVER 
LIKE A BOMBSHELL, ROY l YOU AREN'T 
LIKELY TO HAVE TIME FOR ROPING — 
BUT TAKE THE LARIAT ALONG 



), TOO— AND: 
BULLET ?) 
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PATRON ' THE INDIAN HUNTERS 
HAVE FOUND THE UA6UAR‘S FRESH 
TRAIL GOING DOWN-RIVER I THEY 
WILL TRY TO DRIVE HIM OUT TO 



6000 



SOME HOURS LATER, AND TWENTY MILES DOWNSTREAM, 
THE MAN-EATER HAS NOT YET SHOWN HIMSELF . .. 




Then suddenly, 



V IP l v ipjt 

VARR -A RRP/ 



Mt&A! LOOK! EL T/GRE . 



THE JAGUAR! HE 'S 
. TAKING TO WATER! 



TURN HIM SACK TO THE PLATA “ 
THE MUDBANK ! WE CAN'T TAKE 
HIM WITH A SPEAR IN THE WATER! 



Shouts and shots prom the 

CANOE TURN THE 31G CAT TOWARD 
SHORE . . . 



THAT'S THE MAN-EATER! I KNOW BY THE OLD 
SCAR ON HIS SHOULDER ! HE'LL WEIGH >i 
V'/ V MORE THAN THREE HUNDRED! 






VU-VEE 

VAUUUU 




NOW L^T'S HOPE THE P06S 
WILL KEEP HIM PROM GOVMG 
BACK INTO THE BUSH ! i 



Before THE JAGUAR CAN REACH THE 



NOW, MAN-EATER 
MAKE YOUR 
CHARGE/ j — ; 



SHELTER OF THE BUSH, HIS WAY IS 
BLOCKED... , 



' I***' 

Sffioo! 



A (o^^i 



But in the next instant, a crocodile's 



ROY 1 . 

WATCH 

OUT! 



NE'OW/ 





CMAMPARl WAS QUICKER 
THAN I WAS -HE PUT 
H/MSELF BETWEEN 
DUSTY AND THE UA&UAR , 
-WITH ONLY A KNIFE S 
IN HIS HANP I 



ROY. AMISO, THAT WAS OUTSTANDING T WITH ^ 
MARKSMANSHIP. . . A BULLET FROM ^DUSTY IN 
EACH PISTOL , EVEN A5 THE Jf DANGER, I 

-I BEAST LEAPED ! r ^CKON X 

V -~ . — ' if COULDN'T 

* N >. . P •' ' v:- • %( MISS, CARLOS', 



Later. 



THE CAMPAS ! THEY 
KILLED THE OTHER- 
, THEY ARE MANY ! 

V THEY COME r 



6ENORES 1 MOTA \ A 
COMES l HE IS JtL 
S HURT! ■rrag '^ 



'IT'S ATROPHY SKIN, ROY- 
ONE YOU WILL WANT TO 
TAKE HOME ! I HAVE SEEN 
, ONLY ONE LARGER ! XT’S 



CAMPAS Vjf 
BPAVOS/ M | 



S HORTLY. 



PARARE ! SHACHA! 
QUICKLY.,. MAKE <■ 
PEGS TO PATCH THE DUGOUT, N 
WITH THE CAT'S HIDE ! ROY, 

YOU ANP THE OTHERS START / 
PIGGING HOLLOWS IN THE Sk 
-X GROUND! 



RIGHT, CARLOS' 
HOW SOON WILL 
THEY BE HERE? 



BRAVE MOTA... 

HE HAS GIVEN HIS 
LIFE JO SAVE USJ 




Near sunpown 



I PO NOT KNOW ! THERE EVEN MIGHT 
BE TIME TO REPAIR THE OBAPA ANP 
— i SHOVE OFF i , - ■ 



A P07EN MORE 
PEGS, ANP THE 
PATCH WILL > 
V HOLP I r^. 



, SI ! YOU 
I ARE RIGHT, 
PATRON! 



CARLOS: 

THEY'RE 

COMING... 

THE 

CAMPA&: 



SHOOT, ROY, SHOOT ; 

PROP THAT , 

WITCHMAN- \ 

THE &GU</0- k\ £ 
LEAPING 

K THEM ! J y't 




Even his seconp shot causes not the slightest 

HESITATION, IN THE INPlANS' PEAPLY APVANCE . . . 



S.OY FIRES A WARNING SHOT, 
BUT THE CAMPAS CONTINUE 





While the astounded 

WITCHMAN STARES AT THE 
TWIRLING ROPE, ROV SLIPS 
A DUMMY CARTRIDGE INTO 






TO THE SRUUO'S SURPRISE , ROY 
QUICKLY TIGHTENS THE ROPE 
AROUNP THE LEADER. .. 



Then, from the cartridge case in his mouth, 

ROY PULLS A STRING OF MAGICIAN'S SILK 
HANDKERCHIEFS — AS THE ASTONISHMENT OF 





TELL THE BRUJO THAT I CAN SPEAK 
THE WORP ANP TWELVE MEM WILL PIE 
IN LESS THAN SIX HEARTBEATS ... BUT 
I WOULP RATHER SEE WHAT MASIC . 
POWERS P? HAS TO SHOW ME I 



CHAMPARI ! COME HERE ANP 
SPEAK TO THE BRUJO FOR ME I 



1 WILL TELL HIM, 
PON ROY.' r 



Then, from a palmep container, the brujo 

PROP5 A LIVE COAL TO THE QROUNP . . . 



TELL THE WHITE MAGICIAN 
THAT HIS MAGIC IS WEAK M 
COMPAREP WITH MINE! I, 

iye mahangu/ , brother of 

THE AN ACO N PA , W I LL SHOW HIM 



PUMA 

ARB/ 



A.NP, PARTLY VEILEP BY THE SMOKE, HE 
PRETENPS TO PASS AN ARROW THROUGH 
HIS CHEEKS... 



HE PRIVES A SPEAR 
THROUGH HIS HAN Pi 



HE SAYS, "LOOK l I PRIVE AN 
ARROW THROU6H MY HEAP, ANP 
IT LEAVES NO WOUNP! " r— -3 




THE SPEAR — IT TURNEP INTO A ) 7 CLEVER; BUT 



HIS POWERS ARE THOSE OP A 
Ctf/LP, COMPAREP WITH MINE- 
ANP SO IS ms STRENGTH 1 IP 
HEPOUBTS T, LET HIM TRY TO 
KILL ME - WITHOUT A WEAPON ! 
MY HAN PS, TOO> WILL BE EMPTY 



£/ZAZp/ ), TELL HIM THIS. 
c Vfr, | \ \ V CHAMPARI ... 



The witch poctor accepts roy's challenge . . . 




THAT BRUJO HAS 
THE STRENGTH 
OF THREE MEN ! 



EVERY BONE 



TRAINEP IN THE ART OF SELF- 
DEFENSE, ROY PRESSES HI5 
FINGERS AGAINST NERVE CENTERS 
IN THE BRUJO'S NECK. . . 






TELL HIM, CHAMPARI — ] ( LOC 

I GIVE HIM HIS LIFE ! ) s 

TO KILL GIVES ME ~ 

. MO PLEASURE! /I WILL 
TELL HIM 



WAGH ' THAT 
/5 MAGIC ! 



HE ISN’T PEAP! SEE! 
I BRING HIM BACK TO 
LIFE, CHAMPARI,' 



ANP I'VE 60T A COUPLE 
OF TRICKS I COULP HAVE 
USEP IF YOURS WEREN'T 
ENOU6H , PAP 1 LOOK... 



Later, as the moon comes up. 



BUT MY HANPS WEREN'T 
EMPTY, CARLOS ! I HAP A 
ROPE -ANP A FEW OLP, 
RELIABLE TRICKS ! YOU^ 
NEVER KNOW WHEN ) 
sYOU'LL NEEP THEM 1 J 



ROY, YOU ARE A 
BRAVE MAN i YOU 
WALKS P OUT TO 
FACE THE BRUUO . 
WITH EMPTY y 
HANPS ! / 



CW-OOON: 
' VEECW.' 



¥ WAGH! THE 1 
CAMPA BRUJOS 
HAVE NO MAGIC 
LIKE THAT, PON 



A RUBBER BALLOON ! 
SORT OF SCARY BY 
MOONLIGHT, I'LL 
N HAVE TO APMIT.’ 



3USTY 





If there's one thing our family likes to do. 
it's to spend a weekend at Big Bear Lake, up 
in the California mountains, where we have a 
cabin and there's plenty of fishing and hiking 
and other fun.. 

Not long ago, our whole family took one 
of our regular trips up there. After we arrived. 
Dale, with the help of Debbie and Dodie, put 
the provisions away in the kitchen. The boys. 
Dusty and Sandy, and 1 swept out the place. 
Then we unloaded our fishing gear and high- 
tailed it for the boat docks. Nothing's more 
fun to me than to go fishing with my boys. 
We rowed our way to a likely looking cove, 
baited our hooks, and waited. 

Late in the afternoon, we returned to the 
cabin with a nice mess of fish, which Dale 
told us we could have for dinner if we’d clean 
them right away. 

"Things are pretty quiet around here," I 
said to Dale when we had finished. "Where 
are Debbie and Dodie?" 

"They went on a hike with Bullet," Dale 
answered. "1 expect them back pretty soon, 
when their tummies tell them it's about din- 
nertime." 

The boys and I went for a before-dinner 
swim, and when we got back, Dale was stand- 
ing in the cabin doorway, looking up toward 
the mountain crest where the sun was just 
beginning to go down. 

"I can't understand it," she declared anx- 
iously. "The girls have never been this late 
before. You'd better look for them.” 

Dusty, Sandy, and I went in three different 
directions, each taking a flashlight because 
it was getting dark. We kept hollering and 
whistling for Bullet, but all we got back was 
the echo of our own voices. 

Finally, after about a half hour, the three 
of us met on the main path where it branches 



off up into the higher ledges. 

Just then, Dusty held up a hand. 

"Listen," he said. 

We could hear a sound like crying. Right 
away we rushed off in the direction it came 
from. Soon we found Debbie stumbling down 
a path, her face tear-stained. 

"What happened, Debbie?" I asked, picking 
her up. "Where’s Dodie?" 

"She's 'way up there by that big tree/' , 
Debbie replied, pointing. "She and Bullet are 
staying with Santa Claus. He's hurt real bad." 

Now, I'm used to the things my girls can 
imagine, but Santa Claus being in trouble in 
the Big Bear mountains was a new one. I told 
Dusty and Sandy to take Debbie back to our 
cabin, arid 1 started up the path. 

After awhile, I found Dodie cuddled up 
in the arms of a man with a bushy white 
beard. 

"Oh, Daddy, I'm so glad you're here," 
Dodie exclaimed. "Santa Claus has caught 
his foot in a bear trap and can't get it out." 

Sure enough, the old man had caught his 
boot in an enormous trap. It took several 
minutes to pry him loose, and then I found 
that his foot was broken, so I had to tote him 
back to the cabin on my shouders. 

Was the man really Santa Claus? Well, 
in a way, he was. He told us that he always 
took a long summer vacation at Big Bear Lake, 
where he loved to hike in the mountains, but 
when Christmastime came around, he put on 
a red suit and played Santa Claus for the little 
ones in a Los Angeles department store. 

Yessir, that sure was a bad day for Santa 
Claus. But it was kind of a good one for us, 
because none of us had ever known a real 
Santa Claus in person, and I was very proud 
o' my girls for finding him and helping to 
rescue him in time for Christmas. 




AFTER PEOPLE 
SEE HOW WELL 
VOU DO POINTING 
THE CAFE, I'M 
SURE VOU'LL FIND 
A LOT MORE 
WORK ! 








r CURLEY'S RIGHT/ 



r 0H, HI RAM'* 
ALL RIGHT/ MB'S 
OUST A BIT or 
A DREAMER 
THAT'S ALL/ 



SOMEONE HAD TO 
GIVE HIM ANOTHER 
CHANCE.' HE NEEDS 
THE MONEY/ j 



BUT WHY YOU 
PALE? THE WAY HE 
MESSES THINGS 
UP, HE COULD PUT 
YOU OUT OF . 
v BUSINESS/ / 



HIRAM'S HAP A DOZEN 
JOBS IN THIS TOWN 
ANP HE COULDN'T P 0 
v ANY OF THEM , 
^ RIGHT/ 




/ AND HOW ABOUT 
i WHEN HE WAS 
\ STACKIN' GOODS 
FOR BILL AT THE 
/GENERAL STORE? 

HE ALMOST 
MADE A SHAMBLES 
OF THE PLACE/ 



A BIT! ANP WHILE \ 
HE WAS preamin; HE 
ALMOST BURNED CY 
MOORE'S BARN DOWN.' 

... ALL HE WAS SUPPOSED 
TO DO WAS BURN A .{ 
FEW LEAVES/ 





At that very moment... yeah... and n 

j PROSPEROUS I 

hear.' just isn't right 

... ^ FOR THESE CATTLE 

NURSES TO HOARD 
ALL THEIR MONEY/ . 



THEY WON'T BE HOARDIN’ 
IT LONG/ 



YOU BOTH 
KNOW WHAT 
TO DO/ DO 
IT RIGHT... 

I DON'T 
WANT ANY 
SLIP-UPS/ 



NICE QUIET 
LITTLE TOWN, BOY 5/ 








CAN'T ARGUE WITH 
THAT, PALE / ANP 
DOGGONE IF I WON'T 
F/NP A JOB FOR HIM 
on my Place ... just 

AS SOON AS HE 
. FINISHES PAINTING 
? YOUR CAFE.' y 



WELL, FREP7 YOU 
HAVE MONEY IN THE 
ASSOCIATION... IF IT 
HADN'T BEEN FOR' 
F/FAM , IT WOULD 
. BE GONEi' A 




well, you're mot the sheriff, 

YOU OLD COOT , AMP I DON'T J 
NEED ADVICE FROM THE 
LIKES OF YOU l 



'l TELL VA, SHERIFF, YOU'RE 
NOT C301N ' ABOUT THIS - 
THING &/GHT / NOW, ]! 
V IF Z WAS SHERIFF.,, A I 



"I ROPE INTO 
CROOKED CREEK 
ONE MORNINO.UUSr 
IN TIME TO HEAR 
A HEATEP 
ARGUMENT BETWEEN 
THE SHERIFF ANP 
AN OLP FRIENP OF 
MINE, BO JUPSON..." 



HA! HA! y<3£/,THE \ 
SHERIFF? THAT'P 
BE THE BIGGEST 
JOKE I EVER HEARD! 



THAT'S RIGHT, BO. 
BUT IT'S UP TO 
THE TOW/V TO 
APPOINT A 
NEW SHERIFF] 



SO THERE'S NO HARM 
IN ME CAMPAIGNIN ' FOR 
THE JOB, IS THERE? 



YOU’RE L&AVW 
THIS JOB IN A 
WEEK, AREN'T 
YOU? r—^ 



TAMIN ' A/ORSES IS A LOT 
DIFFERENT THAN PEALIN J 
WITH OUTLAWS ! r- ' 



I MAP A LOT OF 
EXPERIENCE IN 
THE CAVALRY! 



WHY, YOU MULE- HEAPED 
TIN STAR ! 



ROY ROGERS Bffl 88 HE 819111 







JUST RIDING THROUGH , 
BO... ANP RIGHT THIS 
MINUTE, I'M TRYING 
1 TO KEEP YOU OUT . 
OF JAIL ! j — — 



ROY ROGERS 1 WELL, > \ 
BUST MY 5ADPLE! 
WHAT ARE YOU DOING 
IN CROOKED CREEK? 



THAT'S 
ENOUGH. 
. 30 i 



A FAT LOT YOU 
KNOW ABOUT... 



'2 STOPPEP BO OUST AS HE 
OPENED HIS MOUTH TO SPEAK, 



OVE MORE \ 
WORP. BO, 
ANP I'LL 
LOCK YOU UP 
ANP THROW 
. THE KEY j 
gte AWAY '■ mA 



THIS MULE- HEAPED ' 
SHERIFF WOULDN'T 
HAVE THE /VERVE 
TO JAIL ME J A 



I'M POINS THIS FOR YOUR 
OWN GOOD. OLD FRIEND i 



GLLUMMPPHH, 



I WAS JUST 
TRY1N' TO 
GIVE HIM < 
SOME ) 

advice: j 



NEEDLING THE SHERIFF 
SURE DOESN'T SEEM LIKE 
THE RIGHT WAY TO 60 . 

ABOUT IT, BOi 



"I FINALLY CALMED 30 DOWN... ANP ON THE 
WAY TO MIS RANCH, HE EXPLAINED A FEW THINGS., 



. ..ANP THE TOWN'S 
GOT TO APPOINT A 
NEW SHERIFF NEXT 
WEEKi I'M REAL <L 
ANXIOUS TO GET j 
THAT JOB l A 




HE'S SOT A HEAP OP TROUBLE TO 
FACE 'FORE HE LEAVES NEXT WEEK 
AM' HE'S HANDLIN' THINGS ALL 
WRONG/ 



THE DUS AM GANG IS 
HEADIN' THIS WAV... 

IF THEY HIT THIS TOWN, 
THERE'S GOINS TO BE 
jl SOMEBODY WORT/ 



HE DOES HAVE 
TROUBLE... AND 
I SEE YOU STILL 
^ HAVE VOUR v 
/ COLLECTION \ 

{ OF WAR 
\ RELICS ! J 



WHAT KIND 
OF TROUBLE? 



ALWAYS WILL HAVE 'EM... THAT'S PART 
OF MY TROUBLE WITH THE SHERIFF. ..I'M 
TRYIN 1 TO CONVINCE HIM TO HANDLE 
THINGS LIKE WE DIP IN THE ARMY ! J 



C/V/L/AW LAW 
ISN'T SUITE THE 
SAME , BO ! r"/ 



CATCHIN' OUTLAWS\ 
IS LIKE CAPTURIN ' 1 
AN ENEMY PATROL 
...YOU SOT TO USE A 
PLAN l THE SHERIFF 
DOESN'T EVEN HAVE J 
- ONE’ y 



NOW, ME... I'D APPOINT A BUNCH 
OF DEPUTIES AN' STATION 'EM 
ALL OVER TOWN . .. BE &EAPY y 
FOR THAT PUSAN GAN6! 



I'M SURE THE 
SHERIFF KNOWS 
WHAT HE'S DOING, 



YOU'LL SEE, ROY 1 I'M SON N A ^ 
PROVE TO THE TOWNSFOLK THAT 
I'M R/GHT.' I'LL SET TO BE THE 
NEW gUFPicc ^ 

so v e v. ay . . . Be l^TTBi 

uUST YOU Mr It „ L A 
WAIT AN '/y - ^ 





"AND THE NEXT MORNING, AS I WENT INTO 
THE TOWN STORE TO PICK UP A FEW FOOD 
SUPPLIES. .. 



" I DECIDED TO STAY WITH BO A FEW DAVS 
AND SEE HOW HIS CAMPAIGN FOR SHERIFF 
TURNED OUT... 



“NERALSTCik 



WAIT RIGHT HERE ! WITH LUCK, 
WE'LL BE OUT IN FIVE MINUTES 



YOU'LL ave TO TELL ABOUT IT, 
FRIEND, IF YOU DO AS WE SAY! 



STAY CLOSE, BOYS 



"I DIDN'T KNOW THAT THE TROUBLE BO HAP 
TOLD ME ABOUT, WAS ABOUT TO ERUPT..." 



I'LL HANG ON TO THE 
v HORSES, DUGAN ! 



PUCSAN 

GANG.' 





'ONE OP MV SWOTS WOUNDEP 
ONE OP THE BANPITS..." 



OOOOW. 



SET A POSSE TOGETHER, 
BILL! WE GOT TO SO . 
AFTER THOSE MEN! 



MUCH OBLIGED, MISTER. 1 AT LEAST 
WE GOT OWE OF THEM ! J 



LOONS LINE THE 
MONEY WENT WITH 
THE OTHERS' f 



'l DON'T WANT TO \ 



MAYBE OLP BO 
WAS RIGHT, 
SHERIFF! YOU 
SHOULP HAVE... 



, HEAR ANY MORE 
ABOUT 30 
' JUPSONf I'M , 
' STILL THE ^ 
SHERIFF ANP 
I'LL RUN THINGS 
^ MY WAY ! > 



WHAT'S GOIN'l / THE PUGAN SANG, BO. . . 

, ON, ROY? J\ THEY ROBBEP THE BANK 
^ — , . — l I WA6 JUST GOING TO , 
llllll V RIPE WITH THE POSSE. 1 J 



tt : 






ms 





CONSARN IT, I TOLD THAT MULE- 
HEAPEP TIN STAR WHAT WOULP 
HAPPEN.' NOW IT JUST MEANS , 

■— — ■ — — - — , more < 

ftfSM \ TROUBLE.' ) 



I'M AS STRONG AS 
I WAS TWENTY YEARS 
ASO ANP I HAVE A 
HEAP MORE BRAINS 1 
"V LET'S SO, ROY' 



WHY PON'T YOU STAY HERE, 
BO. ..YOU'RE NOT A YOUNG 
MAN ANY MORE ANP . . . v 



'I HAP TO APMIRE OLP BO'S 
COURAGE ANP STAMINA..." 



1 WE ROPE COR ABOUT TEN 
MINUTES ANP BBM : 



YOU RIPE THAT HORSE X COURSE I PO! I CAN 
LIKE A YOUNG BOY, 00 ! lOUTRIDE HALF THE .. 

S— - ___ --^7 YOUNG > 

• — - M. ( WHIPPERSNAPPERS 

IN THIS TOWN' > 



SOUNPS LIKE THEY 
CAUGHT UP WITH . 
- — . THE GANG ! J 



TOP OF THE RISE WE SAW THE SHERIFF 



ANP HIS MEN PlNNEP POWN BELOW 



LOOK AT THAT ! THEY'RE 
PlNNEP POWN ! THE 

sA/eR/rr an’ r/s \ 

MEN ARE PlNNEP POWN i J 





WANT A1Y HELP/ OR 
YOU STILL SONNA 
v BE STUBBORN? > 



CONSARN HIM... WE OUST )/ WHY DON'T YOU 
WON'T LISTEN TO A J\ SHOW HIM.BO? 
MILITARY GENIUS! v — r - 



GO AWAV/ SO ! 
I GOT ENOUGH 



RIGHT NOW 



TROUBLES 



D06G0NEP RIGHT THEY PO l 
THOSE ROCKS ARE JUST LIKE 
A FORT... THEY COULP HOLE UP 
THERE FOREVER IF THEY HAP , 
ENOUGH AMMUNITION 1 




YOU'VE BEEN TALWtZG ABOUT 
WHAT YOU COULD PO ... I THINK 
NOW ISAS GOOD A TIME A5 y 
ANV TO DO IT ! — Oa 



YOU... YOU MEAN JUST 60 AHEAD 
k AH' TAKE MATTERS IN MY OWN 
^ HANDS? y— ^ 



IP YOU HAVE A 
PL AN, NOW'S 
THE TIME TO , 

. use it! y 



YOU'RE MY FRIEND, BO, BUT I'M 
BEGINNING TO BELIEVE YOU JUST 
LIKE TO GIVE THE SHERIFF A BAD 
TIME WITHOUT ANYTHING TO BACK 
IT UP ! NOW IS YOUR CHANCE TO 
PBOV6 YOU COULD HANDLE . 
V THINGS BETTER! r y* ~ — < 



'WELL, NO... BUT DOGGONE, I 

HADN'T PLANNED... , 

THAT IS, 



UNLESS MAVBE 
IT'S ALL OUST 
" i TALK/ y 



'AS WE RODE OUT, BO TOLD ME HIS PLAN, AND I 
HAP TO ADMIT IT WAS A WORTHWHILE ONE. " 



DOGGONE, ROY. ..YOU'RE RIGHT 1 
I'LL SAVE THOSE FOOLS DOWN 
THERE WITH A PEAL M/LtTARV 
PL At// LET'S GO ! I'LL NEED 



BY GOLLY, 
BO, I , 
THINK 5 
IT ' LL 
.WORK!/ 



SURE IT 
. W!LL! , 









'THE SHERIFF AND HIS MEN CONTINUED 
TO FIGHT WITHOUT SUCCESS ..." 



AND IF WE TRY AND MOVE, 
THEY'LL PICK US OFF LIKE 
^ JACK RABBITS 1 . ~ 



WE'RE 6ETTIN' 
NOWHERE, - 

v sheriff: J 



"we pulled the olp 

CANNON INTO POSITION. 



"BO AND I RETURNED 
WITHIN A HALF-HOUR... 



HOPE I REMEMBER 
HOW TO LOAD THIS 
^ OLP THING. 1 



■ I HOPE BO 
KEPT THIS THING 
CLEANED...SO 
.IT WON'T BLOW 
7 UP IN OUR t 
\ FACES i J 



'l DON'T KNOW.. .BUT THE 
FIRST TIME IN MY LIFE I'M 
WILLING TO LET HIM TRY/ 
WE COULDN'T BE WORSE 
OFF THAN THE SPOT / 
\ WE'RE IN i j 



WHAT'S 
THAT 
OLP < 
COOT 
YELLING 
ABOUT? 



HEY, SHERIFF! 
I'M GOING TO 
SAVE YOU BOYS 
RIGHT -NOW! 




' BO LOAPgP THE OLP CANNON . 



BETTER PLUS YOUR 
EARS, ROV1 THIS 
OLP THING MAKES 
v AN AWFUL NOISE! 



“Pebris FROM ABOVE FELL ON 



THE SHOT WAS SLIGHTLY BELOW TARGET. 



THE SHERIFF ANP HIS MEN, 



WHAT'S HE COINS'? 
TRYING TO BURY j 

^ — v us? r/ 



30 LOAPEP AGAIN, 



THIS TIME . I'LL SET THE 

. ran GepEferser' 







‘2 DREW UP NEXT TO 
HIM ANP LEAPED..: 1 



HE HAD A LONG 
START ON ME 
AND RODE HARR 
BUT TRIGGER 
WAS FASTER... 



VOU WOULDN'T WANT TO 
SPOIL MV FRIEND'S PLAN. 
WOULD YOU? ry 



GUESS YOU'LL /WAKE A GOOD ' 
SHERIFF, AFTER ALL ,00! AND 
I'M SURE THE TOWN WILL BE 
CONVINCED YOU'RE OUST THE 
' — — v MAN FOR THE JOB! 



I'LL FORGIVE YOU, 
SHERIFF ! LONG AS, 
YOU WASALLy < 
UNDERSTAND, I 
I WON'T TELL FOLKS 
' HOW MULE- HEADED 
.YOU REALLY ARE ' 



’MOMENTS. 
LATER..." ; 



D06G0NE, BO ' 
...I SURE CWE 
, YOU AN / 

' apology! wish i'd ^ 

LISTENED TO YOU BEFORE, 
YOU'D HAVE MADE A GOOD 
v DEPUTY J ^ ' 




Dear Roy: 

My cousin said you use Trigger, Jr. on TV 
instead of Triqqer. Is it true? I'm a girl. 

Terry H. Portland 

Dear Terry: 

I Use both Trigger and Trigger, Jr. on TV. 
When they are performing, it's hard to tell 
them apart. 

Your friend, 

■qeM 



Dear Roy: 

Do you really have an airplane? I am 7 
years old, and I like airplanes a lot. 

Lewis D.— Lincoln 

Dear Lewis: 

I don't have an airplane of my own, but 
I have friends who do, and now and then they 
let me fly theirs. I'm not a pilot yet, but I'm 
learning, and 1 hope to get my license soon. 
Maybe you will be a pilot someday, too. 

Your friend. 




Dear Roy: 

My dad thinks I should help him and my 
mom by doinq jobs around the house and 
yard. Do you think kids should have to work? 
I'm 1 1 years old. 

Tom K.— Cincinnati 

Dear Tom: 

Let's not call it work— let's call it doing 
your share as part ol a iamily. My boys, Dusty 
and Sandy, have special chores around our 
ranch which are their responsibility, just as I 
have mine. 




Dear Roy: 

Is Roy Rogers your real name? My teacher 
and I talked about this and we want to know 
what the truth is. 

Rebecca S. — Marion 

Dear Rebecca: 

My real legal name is now Roy Rogers, but 
I was born Leonard Slye. 

Yourfriend, 



Dear Roy: 

Do Trigger and Bullet really belong to you? 
Is Pat Brady related to you? 

Nancy W. — Wavevly 

Dear Nancy: 

Trigger and Bullet surely do belong to me, 
and they live right here on the ranch with 
me. Pat Brady .isn't "kinfolk," but he’s just 
like a brother to me. 



Your friend, 



Your friend. 






“The wagons were carefully packed with the greatest necessities 
to begin farming in the big new land... food, clothing, house- 
hold goods, plows, mattocks, hoes, spades, and some seeds. 



ROY ROGERS 

TRANSPLANTING 

ROOTS 



"Early homesteaders 
headed west in wagons 
pulled by yokes of oxen. 




“A man's first thought was shelter for his family, 
and usually the first home was a dugout, a big hole 
covered with timbers and a sod roof. Later, when a 
log or sod house was built, the dugout became a barn 
or stall for the oxen. 



“Until wells were dug, water had tc 
be hauled in. The first wells were 
dug by hand, but soon the itinerant 
well-drillers followed and windmills 
began to dot the western plains. 




“Even before a family was completely settled, the oxen were hitched to the plow 
and a small patch of earth was broken' for a garden. More often, thi3 plot was 
cultivated and tended by the women and children while the menfolk worked to 
clear the land and make it ready for planting.” 





They say a dog is man’s best friend. As for me, I have two best friends 
— a dog and a horse. You know who I mean — Bullet and Trigger. 

My horse Trigger and I have been together so long that he has 
received an award honoring his silver anniversary in show business. 
I’ve lost count of how many tricks he can do, but it seems to me that 
there isn’t much he can’t do. He learns fast, and he has an uncommon 
amount of good old common horse sense. 

Bullet is fourteen years old now, and I have had him since he was 
a romping puppy. I spend a lot of time training him, and I love every 
minute of it, because he’s so smart and willing. He seems to know the 
difference between time to work and time to play, and he never tries 
to mix them. 

Bullet and Trigger rule the Double-R-Bar Ranch, and don’t think 
they don’t know it ! Sometimes it almost seems as if they “put their 
heads together” and plan ways to outfox me. But they are great pals, 
and it’s wonderful to see them together. 

They’re my greatest pals. 




MY CHRISTMAS GIFT TO YOU IS 
TRAINING IN MARKSMANSHIP 
%^AND IN SAFE HANDLING 
llfi^^feOF All GUNS! < 



99” is ready for you, for Dad « _ — >p 
and the family! An accurate ^14 ** 
automatic-feed 50 shot re- 

peater ! "Adjustable” wooden stock, 
wooden beavertail forearm. 
Hooded, 4- way front sight, 
4 discs. Adjustable rear peep 
rL \ sight. "Soft” trigger, real 
leather sling. For NBA 15' 
range. 3614’. $14.95 



le Gun is the first 
ver to matte a ricochet 
id — with or without BBs! 

Western carbine styled. ’■ 
Lightning Loader. An 850 ’ 
shot repeater, long leath- 
er thong, leather boot. 
Gun full 35*. $9.95 



Famous^®! 

Take-Down 
PUMP GUN 

Tire King of All Air Rifles ! This long 
famous automatic-feed rifle takes apart 
in two pieces for travel use. Full 37'. $9.95 ^ 

BOYS) Tear this ad out no* No. 179 DAISY^^^^ 
and show it to tad . . . bb six gun 

and Mail Coupon ! °' m sir^ss^ 

•r— / BBa accurately at 10 .A 

-At* ■ , / ’ — / B *i«V - ~ 7^ — , single action 12 Shot re- 

’-■4? *n-u ® peater. Automatic feed. 

— . ] «s< , 7 M Low coat target practice 

Y *** 1 Ajff K "^s/ / for Dad and the family! 



DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

TRAINING SERVICES DIVISION 

DEPT. A-6399 -ROGERS, ARKANSAS, U.S.A 



AIR RIFLE 



